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ie Liberty, 


E'erthe curs'd Tricks of Prieſt-craft firſt began; 
A. When wild in Woods the noble Savage ran! 
er Pious Scruples did the Mind confound, 

And Laws the Brave in ſervile Fetters bound, 

Ihe conſcious Herd one Power ſupream implor'd, 
Nor other King, but God himſelf aderdl : 
The vig'rous Youth in Rapes their Strength employ d; 
Foughr for the Bliſs, and with a Guſt enjoy'd. 

No ſacred Oaths rhe daring Bridegroom took, 

But by his Bride he ſwore, and kiſs d the Book; 

Nor holy Grace, the licens'd Levite ſaid, | 
Bur where the Fair fell down, ſhe made her Bed, 

The Clergy then held nor the Crowd in Awe, © 
Bant'ring he Pious with Religious Law ; | 

Nor on their Necks the haughry Prelares trod, 


And made them pay cen for adoring God, 


Nor the rough Mother, when the Woodswere wild, 4 


Gave the Prieſts Acorns to baprize her Child. 
Nor did the Tythe- accepting Tribe combine 


To cheat the Rabble with a Rite Divine. 

No Arts they try d to circumſcrihe the Brave, 
Nor us d God's Name, his Image to enſlave. 
The tedious Law then, by its long Delay, 
Diſabld none to Proſecute or pay. 

No equal Courts, in our firſt genuine State, 
Ruin d poor Clients by Relief too late. 

Aſtr.ca then ſlept by the purling Springs, 
Nor Wnts of Error glipt the Virgin s Wings. 
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OW free and ha py was the State of Man, 5 A. 
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63 
All was ſerene on the extended Plain? 
And yuſtice bore her uſeleſs Sword in vain? 
Then Nature gently took the Life ſne gave: 
In Peace each Swain deſcended to the Grave. 
No Soldiers then o'er Provinces did roam; 5 
* Slaves when Abroad, Tyrants and Lords at Home: 
Ihe Kings in Red reign'd not by Martial Will, 
Mature revers'd, and made a Trade to kill. 
Ciurſe on the Slave who firſt in Faſhion brought 
Stern Law, and ſelf-denying Cuſtoms taught. 
Now by ſome Fops myſterious Rules we ſteer, _ 
Which bridles Youth, and ftops their fierce Career. 
Ott from the Bench the Crimion looks down 
Severe on Crimes inferior to his own, 
s '& The Thief and Murderer by their Gold, are freed. 
Great Rogues ſurvive, and leſſer Villains bleed. 
Both for the Living and the Dead you Pay, 
5 ; e Clay. 


And none untaxt mix with their nativ K 
Tyrants the Rich, the Rich the Poor oppreſs, 
Sure to be Ruin'd, if they ſeek Redrels. 
Numerous Affronts defenceleſs Merit takes, 
And lawleſs Pow'r the Poor ſtill poorer makes. 
'F High-Flyers, rale, Diſſenting Parſons whine, 
And ftill Lay-Inr'reſt mingles with Divine. 
Sir Crape is alwas Inſolent and Proud, 
Sneaking for God, but for the Church is loud: 
{ Your Colonel's Courage is by Slaughter ſhewn, 
Not of the French 1 bur of his own: . 
And when he Starves the Fools he's underſtood, - 
Z A rhrifry Officer, averſe xo Blood. | 
The Joinrur'd Bride forfakes her Husband's Arms, 
And in a Lover's meets reſiftleſs Charms. 
What, rho' th' Adultreſs Heav'n and Earth offends ! 
/ FOn mes Indentur'd-Deed, the Fair depends. 
& Courtiers their Friends ungenerouſly beguile, 
3 Wound with a Kiſs, and Murder with a Smile. 
No manly Thoughts theſe fawning Stateſ- men know; 
ZBaſe are their Souls, and like their Cringes, low. 
heſe weighty Reaſons make me quit a Stage, 
here buſtling Fops in endleſs Fewds engage; 1 
Where Force or Frauds the iddy Rabble rules, 
1 nd praying Knaves, your fighting Coxcomb fools: 
ence Im a Brother of a Gypſy Crew, 
Who live at large, and Nature's Law renew. 
A thouſand Joys attend our happy Lives, 
e taſte Love's Sweets, RUN rhePlague of Wives: 
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Our Troops to 555 and Luxury invite. 
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The ſooty Mob 


(4) 


Smooth are our Thoughts as that extended Green, 
And Age it here withogr a Wrinkle ſeen. 

In the Sun-Beams cur young Agyprians play, 
Then Feaſt and Revel in the clule of Day. 
Calm are our Hours, and the returning Nie's, 


Tf 7ove the Pleaſure of our Rambles knew, 

He'd change his Godhead to a rawny Hue, 

And like a Mortal, on the Earth be ſeen, 

Could he debauch our fam'd Ægyytian Queen. ow 
Gods! with what Rays her piercing Eye-Bal's ſhine! 

Th' enchanting Beauties, ſpeak her all Divine. 

Her taper Thighs a thou and Charms prepare, 5 
And one ſpreads em with ſo kind on Air. 'F 
To her, the Hills a painred Scene afford, f 
Bright as the Arras of the richeſt Lord. 

The bubling Rills in gentle Murmers fall, | 

And untaught Notes to pleaſing Slumbers call. 
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The Birds, at her Approach, as when the Spring 


Rerurns, their Joys in chirping Numbers Sing. | | F 
A ſoft Perfume, rhe 2 look d Lillies yield, 

And bluſhing Roſes ſcent the verdant Field. 
For her the Mirtle frames a green Alchove, | L 


Worthy Adons, and the Queen of Love. 17 


Her lovely Youth indulgent Nature wooes, | 
Blooms where ſhe treads, and all her Steps perſues. 9 
Where e'er ſhe walks, the Flow'rs and Fields look gay, C 
Black tho' ſhe is, ſhe brighter makes the Day. | 1 
Jaxes nor Wars her happy Subjects preſs i 
Nor furnre Fears their quier Minds poſſeſs, F 7 
9 | 
Neither for Church nor Converticle brawl ; 

To ſhun Diſputes they go to none ar all: 
Pocr, but not Mean, abounding in Content, 7 
In humble Joys their happy Hours are ſpent. 4 
Before their Eyes, no diſmal Goals appear; ö 
Debs they have none, nor Judges Warrants fear; 
Nor ſtay Seven Years in a deteſted Place, 

In Expectation of an Act of Grace. \ 
With them | 


Statutes nor Judgments ne'er perplex the Mind; 9 
Wide are their Rules, as Fancy, unconfind. | * 
We nether Plant nor Sow rhe fertile Fields; 
Each plunder'd Farm, a ſudden Harveſt yields, 
And when che Pigs or bleeding Capons die, 
We pay the Owners with Aſtrology ; 
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And gentle Fates, th indulgent Plants tell, 
Jo ſuch as feaſt our Black-hair'd Doxies well. 
For us the ſandy Heifer ſwells her Dugs, | 
"3 Whoſe Milky Tears ſome little Gyp/y lugs. 
No Midnight Magiſtrate our Revels ſtay ; 
e find no Barr to Bliſs, or make our Way. 
Thus unconfin'd, we ramble o'cr the Plain, 

75 And as the Earth, extenfive is our Reign. 
Io ev'ry Wiſh we'll Satisfaction give, 

Nor Jove himſelf ſhall more unbounded live. 
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Poem on the Board of Ordonnance, 
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J. 
2 HE Ordnance Board, 
FER Such Joys does afford, 
Nor Mortal e'er more can deſire; 
Each Member repairs 
From rhe Tow'r to the Stairs, 
And by Water, they go vown tothe Fire, 


Fach Gun on the Shore, ; 
They try from the Bore, | 
And to proving they go in fair Weather. 
heir Glaſſes are large, 
And when e're they diſcharge, 
Guns and Bumpers go Wy, _ together. 
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Y | Old Vulcan, for Mars, 
3 Made Tools for his Wars, 
Io caule him to conquer the faſter: 


But if Mars had been, 7 
| On our Woolwich Green, | 
He d have own'd my Lord C———/ his M aſter. 


Upon the Siege and Surrender of LIS. E. 


a (ut Azamemnon from the Dead return, 
? Break Hel''s ſtrong Gates, and leave his ſacred Urn, 
Hie d mourn the ſhining Honours ef his Name, 

Forgot or loſt in Ann s ſuperior Fame ; | 

| nobier Town his Troops have overthrown, 

Than e'cr was to the hoſtile. Grecians known. 

15 burn Tr9's Towers, Great Juno gave her, Aid; 

And Rheſus, Pallas to the Greeh:s berray'd, 1 
= ö Thrice. 
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Thrice dipt in S, & peſides Hector ſievv, K. of Thrace. 
And when he fell, the Gods did Troy fubdue : 
But ect reveng'd. the Dan Temples fell, 
And num'rous Hero's trod the Coaſts of Hell. 
The 4:givc Chiefs, in Crowds to Pluto fled, 
And to d their Valour to the Eliʒian Dead 
B M-mnon's Arms, a thouſand Grecians dy d, 
WI N. ſtor's Son, who knew ſo well ro ride. 
Quite thr(* he Heart, Tepolemus was run, | 
Nor could the Theban God defend his Son. Hercules. 
By H ds] ance, renown'd Patroclus dy d, 
And ſtern Achilles, like a Virgin cry'd : 
Ev'n he the Conqu'ror of the Phrygian State, 
Before Tres Walls, mer an untime ly Fare. 
Bur Auna conquers, and her Chiefs ſurvive, 
Low are I fes Walls, and Churchill's {till alive. 
Ten rolling Years the Tran Bullwarks won, 
But now, Fhree Months a greater Act have done. 
To Silver Saints, in vain Great Bourbon cry'd, 
On haughty Bo:fflers he in vain rely*d... 

fr rarniſh*4 now, his former Pame expires, 
And helpleſs Gods melt down in impious Fires. 
Two Royal! Youths ſuervey the bloody Field, - _ 
And in their Sight, their vanquiſh*d Squadrons yield. 
Wichin and out the Town | 
A crucl Fare th* unhappy Princes meer, 
Without their Forces fly, within they treat. | 
Genius of France, ſay, Where's your Honour fled ? 
- Where do's the Phantom hide his baniſh'd Head ? 
Such Troops as theſe, nefer Conquer'd on the Plain, 
Nor Laden fill'd with Engliſp Hero's ſlain. 
Naſſau could never to ſuch Forces yield, 
Nor ſuch as Stienkirł quit the won Field. 
Bur T ines are changed, : 
And now we fight as when Alancon knew, 
The drœadfui Force of our retorted Yeugh, _ 
When Cr-fh's Fi d, and PorBeir's Crimion Plain, 
Their Colour chang'd, from French Bartalions lain. 
Great Edward's Ghoſt, and Edward's Greater Son, 
Now brighter Beams and nobler Rays pur on. 
Around their Shades infernal Hero's preſs, 
And joy our Princes on this vaſt Succeſs ; 
And better pleas illuſtrious Harry ſeems, 
Than when all France confeſs*d his Pow*r at Rheims, 
Ber oh! what God, whar-daring Lyre can ſhow | 
The deadly Force of Sympatherick Woe! 
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Or all thoſe Pains Valois and Bourbon feel, 

Or Charlemaign, from our revengeful Steel! 

' | Concern'd for France, their Sorrows never ceaſe, 
Their Cares ſurvive, nor is the Grave ar Peace: 
Their ſacred Bliſs, their Country's Woes deſtroy, 
And Gnllich Pains, xt with Elizian Joy. 

For now 
Fate to our Arms, ſeems to oppoſe no Bar, 


And eviry Moment nearer brings the War 
Y 
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Tove'rds Pars: Now our Conqu'ring Troops advance. 
And Engl:ſh Squadrons pierce the Heart of France. 
Our dread Approach, is cold by ſwelling Fame, 
And crying Babes are huſh'd with Churchill's Name. 
Dire Conſternation 7 its ghaſtly Face; 
= Reaſon is loſt, and to Beſbair gives Place. 

No ſictious News their ſhorr-liv'd Joys betray ; 5 


No flatt' ring Poſts their conſtant Fears allay; 
Weary of Night, they Curſe the coming Day. 
But all is Pain, all's in Confuſion hurl'd, 

As when to Chaos, God ſhall ſhake the VVorld. 
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The Murdering Ae: Or, The World bewitch'd. 


O what a Height is impions Murder grown ! 
« In this bad Age, and damn d pre jecting Town! 
Pride, Luſt, Amb tion, in their Turns take Place, 
And modeſt Truth can hardly ſnew her Face. 
Great Ones abhor her, and the ſervile Crew 
Confeſs they ne' er her humble Beauties knew. 
But yer, how curs d are they, who hate her Laws! 
& They, with their Blood, revenge her injur'd Caulc. 
# Huſh'd Conſcrence ſleeps, or paſſes for a Jeſt 
With each revengeful, hot-brain'd Ducllift. 
Others deftroy themſelves, rhro* Love or Hate, 
Too weak to bear the preſenr Ills of Fate. 
Life, as they think, ſhould be all J below, 
And thence they ſcorn their haughry Minds ro bow. 
Ihe griping Miſers, midſt their glitriring Store, 
Sigh, ev'n in Plenty, and believe they're poor. 
Life then grows irkſome, ftrair the VVretches bleed, 
In hopes by Death, ro be from Sorrow free'd. W 
J as ing Youth, with a nefarious Tongue, 
Complains, his Aged Father lives 000g, 
Large are his Luſts, nor can his Temper bare 
The ſmart Reflexions of rhe ſcornful Fair; 
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And his diftinguiſh'd Senſe gives Rules to all. 
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Who call him Miſer; hence he ſhifts his Pain; 
© And bold!y plunges in Death's boundleſs Main. 


The Love. ſick Maid cannot endure her V Voe, 


But ventures on a State ſhe does not know. 


To hide their Crimes, others to Death make way, 
And ſhun themſelves, as Wretches do he Day. 

In vain we ſtrive, tho Life it ſelf done, 

We cannot from a guilty Conſcience run; 


And on our Minds Heav'n will revenge our Death. 


If with Fellonious Hands we ſtop our Breath. 
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The N A Fable. 
Inſcrib'd ro Sir R:ichard On ſtow, Bar. 


Y Nature formfd to rule embarraſi'States, 
And manage Kingdoms in their high Debates ; 
Whether, Great Sir, your Care the War _—_ 
Or your unerring Senſe three Realms directs, 
Unbend your Brow, diſmiſs your Care a while, 
And on the Labours of ii M ſes ſmile ; 
_ Whoſe pleaſing Numbers, wholeſome Precepts vail. 
Under the Convert of a Fictious Tale. 


HEN ſacred Reaſon did to Beaſts belong ; 


Eiected Birds did ro a *Greve repair, St. Stephen Chappel.) 
Where Miter'd Prieſts invok*d the God's by Prayer, 
And Gt ofts unpurg' d, oft fann'd the Midiughr Air. 
Meetings, like theſe, were form'd with wile Intent, 


By ancient Laws of aval Government; 


To Council Kings, the ſickly State relieve, 
Wrongs to Redreſs, and ealy Taxes give; 
Trade to encreaſe, and Civil Rights defend; 


New Laws to make, and the obſcure to mend. 


Bur eaſt Contention ſhould rhe States divide, 

And Factious Councils er their Minds preſide, 

Old Laws oblig'd the Nrds conven'd, to chuſe 

(And whom they choſe, their King could not refuſe) + 


Qne of their Congreſs, prudent, learn'd, and bold, 


Who well the Reigus of Argument could hold; 
Who, 40 juſt Arts, could fatal Strife ſuppreſs, 

is Mildneſs, make their Paſſions leſfſs; 
Whoſe Moderation might the Zealous Rule, 
Elen Biggors caim, f burning Anger cool. 
Such, when Elected, they their Speaker call, 
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When Birds could ſpeak, and Argue Right — 
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| For this high Truſt now ſev'ral Members ſtrove; - 


And begg'd the Voices of the fearher'd Grove. 


be States a While in thou ghiful Silence muſe, 
Are loft in Doubt, and know not where to chuſe : 
When ftreighr the M ge perch'd above the reſt, 


And thus her Thoughts in moving Words expreft : 
Iltuſtrious Chiefs, with deep Concern I grieve, 
And mourn thoſe Wounds, which Tears but ill relieve. 


'The Church muſt ſink, fincere Rel:gion dies, 


And Schiſm all our Far- Rites defies. 

War dos without a dreadful Storm begin, 

And Faction low'rs moſt terribly within. 

A Thouſand Illi our Mother Church invade, 

Injur'd by Foes, by ſeeming Friends betray'd. 

And, Oh! no Feolous, no religious Sons 

Dares brave the Storin, by which our Faith's undone ? 

The Miter'd Clergy, with our Foes combine, 

And ſacred tes with the D:ſſenters j in; 

Juſt as their Int reſt ſerves, the — Fawn, 

Forget their Surplice, and their holy Lawn. 

An equal Rice, with fattious Clubs; they run, 

And loſe the Memory of Forty One. 

Their mod rate Rules wound our Rligion more, 

Than all eh' Inſultings of the ſcarlet Whore. 

The Pains our Faith and holy Church endure, . 

Only the Wiſdom of this Houſe can cure, 

But as a Pilot, with a ſteady Rein, 

Diret#s his V-ſſel ver the watry Plain; 

So who &s Speaker o'er this Houſe preſides, 

Stands at the Helm, and all your Councils guides ; 

If be's luke-warm. Religion is no more, | 

And we the Churches Run miſt deplore. 

Then let the Church“ Sons her Fate beware,” 

And Guard their Mother with a filial Care; 

As ſuits her Int reſt let them give their Voice, 

Heav'n's 4/mighty King, direct your Choice. 

He ends. The States a ſtrict Attention keep, 

Huſh*d as the Sea, when ev'ry Winds afleep ; 

No Noiſe was heard, till up the Parrot ſprings, 

To aid the Cauſe, and ſpecious Rexſon brings, 

Glirtfring and gay, as his own purple Wings: 
In vain our Troops ver rave g*d Kingdoms roam; 


A Abroad, we are anne at Home. — 
Fate decrees our Empire not to fland, __ 3! 
T wiſh our Ruin from a foreign Land: "> 2 | 
Certain to fall, d pay Obedience ſoon 44> J {.4 


To Romiſh Pow'rs, or to the Silver Moon; 


\ 
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Rather. than Jack, and whining Daws obey, 
Or meanl) ſtoop to their ignoble Sway. 
The Brave, by Force of Arms. the Brave ſubdue, 
But who would ſneak to ſuch a canting Crew ? 
Sore are the Shafts,. which hiſtile Quivers ſend, 
Greater's the Pain, when wounded by a Friend ; 
| Theſe Reaſons urge me to implore his Aid, 
| And Heaven demands, what I with Tears perſuade. 
Chuſe ſuch a Chief, who may our Troubles end, 
Bold for his God, and true Relipion*s Friend; 
| Whoſe wiſe Addreſs, or prevalent Commands, 
| May wreſt the Pow'r from ſacrilegious Hands. 
1 He ended frowning. Hate, and fell Deſpair 
Ss RG - Added ſuch Horrors to his ghaſtly Air, 
| Whcn hollow Murmurs in the Houle aroſe, 
As if the Lark, ſtood faireſt to be choſe. 
Some urg'd, no fearher'd Fowl could higher fly, 
Or with a bolder Pinion cur the Sky. 
Others his Zeal for true Religion praiſe, 
And to his Courage flatt'ring Altars raiſe. 
When ſtrait the Stork, ſuch wild Diſcouſe oppos'd, 


Of all the Broils our feather d Race commence, 

5 Int reſt stbe Cauſe, Religions the Pretence. ; 

Courtiers diſgrac d 

In open View our ſpiritual Dangers lay; 

To Bigots turn, and come again in Play. 

Thus unſucceſsful Miniſters attone, 

For former Faults, with the Godly groan, 

No: for the Church*s Dangers, but their own, 

Induigent Fortune, z5 to Villains kind, 

The Pious Cheate, 4 ſure Succeſs will find. 

He*l! meet ſo much pretended Zeal in Vogue, 

A more ahandon'd Fool, than he a Ropue. 

But let each Side to endleſs Hours debate, 

» Tis Moderation muſt coment the State. 

To all, the Eagle her Indulgence ſhews, 

We her maternal Piet oppeſe, 

Aud join our Int reſt with. aur Country's Foes. 

Why ſhould we thus with facticus Fury fight, 

When each of our Opinions may be right? 

No matter if we touch the azure SI, 
8 Whether from Eaſt, or from the Weſt we fly: 

What boots it whence our Journey we begin; 

So we at Night reach that tranſplendant Inn ? 

What Madneſs, males us then our ſelves devour, 

o humour Prieſts, ſtill Tyrants when in Pom r 
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And thus his Senſe and weighty Thoughts diſclos'd : 
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By your own worth, and your Fore-fathers Fame, 

And by the Glories of your ſhining Name, 

Ceaſe your Conteſts, nor ſuch a Chief deſire, 

Whoſe too much Hear, would ſet the World on Fire. 

The Pelican will all our Fewds remove, 

And bind our Hearts in mutual Chains of Live: - 
He*s wiſe, as thoſe that ſinking Empires [ave, 

Mod rate and cool, yet reſolutely brave: 

Smooth moving Words, flow from his Silver Tongue , 

Deep as the Sea, from whence fair Venus ſpring ; 

But yet of Weight, ſtrong as thoſe Charms, cou Ly 

The Dead to Life, and Samuel rass*d to Saul. 

Nor aged Cham, nor Iris as ſhe runs, 

See beeter Parts in their diſting:uſh#d Sons: 

His Senſe unerring as the Truth*s convey*d 

By the Cumæan, or the Delpbhian Maid; 

And piercing Mind, has thro all Scienge run, 

Efer elder Heads the Race have wel! begun. 

Thro* every Art his piercing Judgment goes, 
And Learning*s inmoſt dark eceſſes ER 

When the coy Maid 1s fond of being ſeen, 

She cloaths herſelf in his illuſtrious Mein. 

He knows the Art that Politicians ule, 

Has all their $enſe, but does their Crimes refuſe, 
Safely our States may lay their ſleepy Heads 

On leavy Boughs, and preſs their verdant Beds, 
Upon his Truth we may our Empire ſtake, 

And ſleep ſecure, ſo O 15 awake, | 
Scarce had he finiſh*d, when with one Conſent 
Of the united fearher'd Parliament, 

The Pelican aſſumes the honour'd Chair, 
Whilſt charming Notes enrich the ambient Air; 
The auguſt Aſſembly, Y Pæan ſound, 

And Acclamati ons Heaven's wide Boſom wound. 


A Funeral Poem ſacred to the Immortal Memny of his Ra 
Highneſs, Prince George of Denmark. 
Ain is Com lainr, where can be no Relief, » 

Vet publick Loſſes call for publick Grief ! 
*Tis falſe, that Mourners ſhould in Silence weep, 
Like Streams, which ſtill, when ſmootheſt, run moſt 
Sorrow ſpeaks Paſſion, and where Paſſion reigns, (deep. 
Nature ſcornes Decency , and breaks her Chains. 
Like a rempeſtuous Storm, true Grief appears, 
Thar's bur a Breeze, tharis allay'd by Tears, 

Since then tis Duty ahat excites our Quill ; 
Duty made ſtronger by confed'rate Will, Tune, 


| RRR | 
Tune, Great Apollo, tune thy ſweeteſt Lays, 
And crown the mournful Cypeſs with the Paß 

Tell us, oh! tell us, Grief-d:recting Muſe, 

What Parr of this fad Subject ſhall we chuſe! 

Shall we, where widow'd Majeſty is ſeen, “ 

Weep Tears of Love with an afflicted Queen ? 

Shall we crowd Sighs on Sighs, and {well a Score 

Ot helpleſs Sorrows, over-charg'd before? 

Ah! no; ſuch Efforrs cannot yield Relief; 

We want her Soul to equalize her Grief, 

No; rather let us ſtrive to ſnarch from Fame 
The ſcatter d * of Great Denmark's Name; 
Hand down the Glories of a Prince fo bleſs'd, 
And tell the coming Age what this poſſeſs d. 

Reſt then, _ Soul of 4nna's Care; | 
Peace of her Breaſt, and Subject of her Pray'r ; 
Jo the Celſtial Manſions wing thy Flight: 
Change mortal Darkneis, for immortal Light: 
Melodic us Serapbs ſhall thy Praiſe repeat, 
5 And tune ful Cherubs fing thee to thy Seat: 
* Whilſt led by Love, which never guides amiſs, 
| To mourn thy Abſence, we forget thy Bliſs. 
Oh! fora Verſe to point the Þ 
Or a Capacity ro ſuit my Zea! ! 
Then wouldI read him in his Anna's Eyes, 
. Or paint him as he in her Boſom lies: | 
3 For ſure ſo ſoft a Place as that muſt be, 
| Rerains th Idea long of one ſo loy'd as he. 
1 An unaffected Freedom 2 his Soul; 
N He (ccrn'd Ambition, yet diſdain d Controul. 
No wav'ring Wiſhes wantoniz d his Life; 
2 A faithful Husband to a faithful Wife. | 
1 His ſteady Mind no Scenes of Fate could move, 
As conſtant to Religion, as ro Love. 
Prefcrring Eaſe, he durſt encounter Pain; 
Willing to ſerve, tho qualify'd to reign. 
A Foe to Faction in a high _— 

Yer none a greater Friend to Liberty. 

By Pride untainted, yet in Converſe nice; 

| Pleas'd ro here Council ; fir ro give Advice : 

» Slow to reſent, he ſcorn d to bear too far; 
Of Peace a Lover, yet unſnock d by War. 

He weigh'd the Cauſe of Diſcord, not the Prize; 

Was brave without Reward, without Vain- glory, wile. | 

| An Epitaph on the ſame. j | 
OC Peak, Travfler, that art hither led, | 
J view the Manſions of the Dead, Wher 5 
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1 Ring s and Princes breathleſs lie, 
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To ſhew, that Gods Vicegerents die: : 
If Floo lt of Tears will let the ſpeak, 
Whom do. ſt thou in Death*s Chambers ſeek ? 
Are theſe inquiring Searches made, 
To know where Charles the Seconds laid? 
Charles, zhat's forgotten long ago, | 
And never ask A for here below; 
Tho Britain, in his Days was bleſs*d, 
Peaceful, as are his Bones at reſt ? + | 
Or on young Gloc'iter* Urn would ſt wait? 1 
Gloc'ſter, th* Aſcanius of the State, | | 
nod yet been living, but for f and Fate? 
Thy Curſes on the firſt beflow. Hae 
Who made the laſt to ftrike the Blow. 
This Vault what's left of both, does keep; 
Fearleſs of Doctors, here they ſleep ; 
And ſafe from our inteſtine Jars, 
Hear not the Din of foreign Wars. 
But if thou caſt thine Eyes around 
This dark, and unfrequented Ground, 
To ſee where Royal Denmark les; 
Denmark, that wounds our Hearts and Eyes; 
Oh ! to St. James's Houfe repair, 
His Body lies unbowell d there: 
There, there he is in 2v'ry Room; | 
Each Servant”s Breaſts his Maſter's Tomb 
As ev'ry one Inttrs him whole, 
And 7710 his Image on his Soul: 
Not but this filent Fault contains 
His 2 and his laſt Remains. 
And what was Earth of his, confines, 
While among Stars his 17 ver : 
Here lies his Heart, unknown to Far; 
Thoſe Valiant Hands are bury d here, 
That after many Thouſands — b 
At Copenhagen, ſav d the Dane; 
That in Britannia Cauſe could join, 
ind acted Wonders at the Boyn. 
ur oh! that Sweetneſs, and that Grace, >» 
ithin his Temper, and his Face, 5 
Have fled from their abiding Place. 
Theſe Eyes no longer Charms aiſplay ; 
Struck dumb, that Tongue can nothing ſay, 


Which never yet a Sentence fpoke, 
That he had Reaſon to revoke : 


— 


* But always on a 7 welt, 


Well-natur'd, and devoid of Guilt. 

Wherefore, if thou this Prince would'ft find, 

Mild, Afﬀable, Sedate, and Kind, | > 

Juſt as he was when Soul and Body join'd; 1 
9 Tuarri 
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Tarry no longer here, but go 
Back to the Royal Seat of Woe, 
i1here his tear Conſort wrings her Hands, 5 
And weeps amongſt her Virgin Bands: 
There he ſtill lives in Anna s Heart, A 
That can't from his Idea part: 
There he looks, and ſpeaks, and moves, 
Reminas her of their former Loves, 
Ana does the very ſame appear; 
The ſame his Viſage, and his Air : 
Tuo much the ſame, ye ſacred Pow'rs, 
For the good Queen's Repoſe, and ours. £30 
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The Triumph of Malt; Or; Johnſon's Vineyard. Being a Panegyric on 
the Variety and admirable Qualities of Mr. Johnſon's Liquors at the 
Golden Lyon, againſt Middle Row, Holbcrn, | 


Landibus alii claram Rhodon, aut Mitylenen, &c. 


. Hor. Ode 7. L. Ii. 
Others will Rhodes, or Mitylene, praiſe, ; 


Or Corinth, famous for its double Seas, 
Or Epheſus, Cc. 


| L E T other Poets meaner Subjects chuſe. 

And with a flatt'ring Praiſe, debauch their Muſe: 
Let them on * Th waits, their fading Wreaths beſtow. * A oread 
Where various Mixtures from his Veſſels flow ; Tavern inthe 
Which none but he, and conſcious Coopers know : . 4 Pall-Mall. 
That with falſe Luſtre, en'rous Wine belie, 
Deceive the Palate, and bewitch the Eye; 
While Fops, and Lords, and Senators, are vain, 
To pay Extortion for the wicked Bane. 


Or let the F George, their venal Muſe inſpire + A famous French 
To praiſe fal 


While Courtiers there, corrupted with French Wine, where the Qua- 


From Engliſh Truth, toGallick Arts decline; tity are Bubbles. 


8 in foreign Traſh, with Hand profuſe, 

hat Flatt'ry and Brib'ry did ace. 

Elſe let them fondly doat upon the * Vne; * In Long-Acre a celebra- 
Extol the Sheriff's Brewings, for good Wine ted Tavern. 

Inur'd ro Whores, and Bullies at the Roſe, 

Roxſe all the Arts of blending Liquors, knows. | 

Others, perhaps, with City-Cheats in Love, 

The * Mitrx's baleful Draught will more approve. * Þn Fleet-Streer, 
Others Pontack's, or Brawn's, may vainly prize; another Ta mois 
The Charms are great, of an unbounded Price. Tavern. 

Bur I, of Jo/mſon's Nefars ſtill will ſing, 
Whence luſty Health, and laſting Pleaſures ſpring. 
The Royal Lyon gilds the glorious Sign; 

The Golden Emblem of t © Joys within * 

Where Bacchus keeps his hoſpitable Court, 

And to the God, his Votaries reſort, : 

While from his bounteous Hand his Sons obtain 

A various Cure for ev'ry various Pain. 4 
Johnſon his jovial Prieſt ſupplies each Call, 

Either with luſcious Muſcatella Ale, 
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Peculia: 


ſe Liquor, with as falſe a Fire; Tavern in the Pall-Mall, 
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Peculiar ſav'rite Liquor of the Fair, | 
And ſoft and feeble, as its Vot'ries are 
Or elſe with manly Stout, illuftrious Foil, 
Of boaſted Juice of tam'd Burgund an Soil; 
Or with the ſparkling Burton's Golden Charms. . 
That chears the Heart, and with new Vigour warms. 
The Briſh Palm, mere f. rightly and fincere ; 
More pleaſing to the Taſte, and to the Eye more fair: 
from the roomy Butt, without Controul, 
With laughing Nectar, crowns the ſmiling Bowl. 
Or with immortal Mild, by me ador'd, 1 
He feeds rhe Mirth and Laughter of the Board ; | | 
Whoſe greatful Bitter does around diſpence | 
Joy to each Heart, and Pleaſure to each Senſe ; | 
Arms the weak Stomach, and corrects the Blood, 
Giving new Motion to the ſtagnant Flood: 
Nature's great Panacea, that alone 1 1 
All Bleſſings, all Delights contains in one. 
« From diff rent Grapes, a diff'rent Wine does flow. 
And to its various Source, his yarious Honours owe: 
But Malt, the Manna of our fertile Fields, 4 
To ery one a various Liquor yields? of 
Like the firſt Seeds of Things, this Grain we ſee, 
Rich in jr ſelf, with bleſs'd Variety; | 
To each a various Bleſſing does produce ; 
Various in Taſte, in Colour and in Uſe; _ » 
Yet powerful in all, with Vigour fill'd, | 
To all it does both Wir and Courage yield. 
This is the Juice that makes the By ton bold; 
This makes them till their ancient Empire hold. 
In vain the Gaul does boalt his bright Champaign, 
And hope from that an equal Force to gain. 
His Cabors, and his Burgundy's too weak, 
The Chains the Br/:ons tix on him, to break. 
This won at Hockſtet the contended Day, 7 
This bore the Trophies of the Field away, : 
And Armies made of Wiuc-drinkers, our Prey. | 
The Danube with Confed' rate Malt conſpires, ; 2 
To quench within its Waves the Gallicł Fires. | 
To, Triumphe! Malt has won the Day, 
And to its Force the vanquiſh'd Vine his 2 
Hail! heav'nly Juice, from whence our Glories flow; 
To which the Honour of our Arms we oWwWwe. 
O' er thee the jovial Briten ſpends the Night, a 
Stretching to Morning, the belov'd Delight. 
With thee, he cures his Wounds, and heals his Pain, 
And fights his glorious Battels o'er again; 
While from white Tubes blue curling Clouds ariſe 
In grateful Incenſe to th' indulgent Skies, 
You, when the Mountains are clad in Snow, 
s, conſtrain'd byFroſt, no more to flow, 
Secal the abſent Summer's genial Fire, 
And ev'ry Breaſt with nobler Warmth inſpire. 
Poſleſs'd qy thee, of Happioeſs complear, 
We, with Diſdain, look down upoù the Great; Made 
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6". (16) | 
Made by thy * informing Vigour wiſe, d 
Their Pomp we ſaugh at, and their Cares deſpiſe. 
The fooliſh Pangs of Avarice to us unknown, 
All anxious Thoughts, in thy dear Stream we drown. 
With Hearty capacious as the og Bow], 
Mirth dances in our Eyes, and Joy di)ates our Soul. 
| Full of theGod | 
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, we gloriouſſy deſpiſe, 
The pointleſs Frowns of filly Ch/o-'s Eyes. 
Enlarg'd Bacchus, with true Liberty, | 
We from Ambition, Love, and Bvarice are free. 
All them that labour with the Painsiof Mind, 
And would a Cure for all their Evils find; 
Let them to Johnſon's Vineyard ſoon repair, 
They'l know no Sickneſs, and they'l feel no Care. 
But hold, my Muſe, again thy Numbers raiſe, 
| you on * a more peculiar Praiſe. 
ith Bacch: ſelf, his. Prieſt may here contend; 
Bacchus himſelf his Merits muſt commend, 2 
While he with wond'rousArthisEmpire do's extend. . 
From various Climes, he ſummons diff rent Charms, 
And Bacchus with freſh Force and Vigour arms. 
What France and Spain, and both the Indies ſend, 
He with harmonions Art together blends. 
The God well-pleas'd, his mighty Skill does own, 
And his Vicegerent him deputes alone. 
By Rights Divine, thus he can only claim, ; 
In all the Realms of Punch, the Sov'reign Name. 
The Bow] now full, he views with joytul Eyes, 
Whilſt in hi- Heart a thouſand Tranſports ri 
| 2 Bacchus gives him ev ry Grace, 
And all the God ſits ſmiling in his Face. 8 
Then Songs of Mirth expreſs his grateful Praiſe 
And with each Cup, our j»ys and Pleaſures raiſe ; 
While all around, the jolly Eccho's ring, 
And, Io Bacchus! Io Johnſon! ſing. + 
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